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scattered clumps over the white wilderness; the vast expanse
of snow was chequered only by these gigantic pines, and the
poles that marked our road; no river nor rock-encircled lawn
relieved the eye, by adding the picturesque to the sublime.
The natural silence of that uninhabited desert contrasted
strangely with the voices of the men who conducted us, who,
with animated tones and gestures, called to one another in a
patois composed of French and Italian, creating disturbance
where, but for them, there was none. To what a different
scene are we now arrived 1 To the warm sunshine, and to
the humming of sun-loving insects. From the windows of our
hotel we see the lovely lake, blue as the heavens which it
reflects, and sparkling with golden beams. The opposite
shore is sloping and covered with vines, which, however, do
not so early in the season add to the beauty of the prospect.
Gentlemen's seats are scattered over these banks, behind which
rise the various ridges of black mountains, and towering far
above, in the midst of its snowy Alps, the majestic Mont Blanc,
highest and queen of all. Such is the view reflected by the
lake; it is a bright summer scene without any of that sacred
solitude and deep seclusion that delighted us at Lucerne.
We have not yet found out any very agreeable walks, but you
know our attachment to water excursions. We have hired a
boat, and every evening, at about six o'clock, we sail on the
lake, which is delightful, whether we glide over a glassy surface
or are speeded along by a strong wind. The waves of this
lake never afflict me with that sickness that deprives me of
all enjoyment in a sea-voyage; on the contrary, the tossing of
our boat raises my spirits and inspires, me with unusual hilarity.
Twilight here is of short duration, but we at present enjoy the
benefit of an increasing moon, and seldom return until ten
o'clock, when, as we approach the shore, we are saluted by
the delightful scent of flowers and new-mown grass, and the
chirp of the grasshoppers, and the song of the evening birds.

We do not enter into society here, yet our time passes
swiftly and delightfully.

We read Latin and Italian during the heats of noon, and